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Dear children, 

Animals birds and fish have always interested me. Not as 
a hobby ora subject of tntemsive scientific study, but as a 
reflection of lige. 

Animals have lige — they have eyes, noses aud mouths just 
lhe us. Can they think tao? 

“say sccentists. In thecr coon way, the ‘lesser’ crea~ 
tures have developed thought processes of their own, That's 
how they toa make homes, mate, have children, grow old and 
die, How curious ts the whale process of life! 

My granddaughter once baught a goldfish aud kept it ina 
lovely glass Soot in our drawing roam. Tt was beautiful in- 
deed, ancl the room itself brightened up because of tt. 

But 9 felt sad, and said sa. 






Hes / 
Creative 





"The goldfish should be a part of the whale ocean, free to 90 
anyeukere it Uhes whenever it wants. But it is nou imprisoned 
te this small glass bowl, without any friends." 

"But grandpa," said Gown, “t's safe here: whereas tw 
the ocean, it has a lat of enemies. We feed it regularly and 
take good care of it. It has nothing te worry about. 1 should 
comsider itself lucky to be here.” 

“"Dorhaps you have a point there.” 7 said, a tittle dowbtpully, 
“"Uasfbe we shauld buy anather goldfish te give company.” 

That night, when we returned after visiting a relative, we 
heard a noise inside the house, as thosgh someasne had sneaked 
tn and was moving about in the darkness, tipping things ace 
dentally! 

% occured to me in a flash! 

"e's that naughty street cat," 7 said, and unlocking the 
ddoon in a fy, rushed inside just in time to save the goldfish! 

"So, my goldfish can encounter enemies even here, in the 
secseity of ou home," said Gower 

“Yes,” V saiit, "Is it wot better that it faces danger while 
being free, rather than in captivity?” 

"Sune," Gaunt agreed, “9 suppose it has a better chance of 
eunutual in the ocean, than ia a glass bowl!" 


Love, 
Vega 









SEA URCHIN 
Seq urchins lve in all the 
5208 of the world, They lve in 
holes In the ground, or half 
burtedinsond, They o¥e tiny se. 
animals with spines and ore 
closely related to starfish, 

The eggs of the sea urchin 
‘re considered tosty and dell 
<iousin the West indies and some counties of the Mediterranean, 
SEA WEED 
These are found in any body of sec-watet They belong to a group of plants tl 
U called algae. Most ofthese plontshave chiorophyl, but coud appear brownin (j 

ccolour instead of green! 

‘Seaweeds give off oxygen and help keep the water pure, 


REATURES 


SEA ANEMONE 

Seq anemones actually belong tothe arimal kingdom, but ook tke flowers 
The tentactes on top ofthe sec anemone help catch and hold prey — smaller 
fh 


SEA CUCUMBER 
Thsis a soft-bodied anim! usualy found in shallow wate I's body i usualy 
crylncica,resembing a cucumber Ten ot more tentacles 
surtound the mouth and help it gather food. It eaten by 
people ving in the For East and on the Potions. 


UNDERWATER 







SEA HORSE 
The sea horse is actually a fish It lives 

‘omong sea weed, clinging fo ther wth 

it'stol, 

The female se0 horse lays her 
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Dear Editor, 

®& Thadtoldthestory 
of ‘Surya’s Teeth’ 
(August issue) to 
my granddaughter 
Shalini, nearly two 
years ago. I ended 


thestory with, “Surya 
can only take food 
that need not be 
chewed.” 

Itwas Pongal. We 











had just finished our 
puja to the Sun God. 
Shalini had a 
question. 

Grandpa! You 
told me that Surya 
cannot chew. ‘Then 
why do you offer him 
sugarcane?” 

could think ofno 
answer to give. 
V.Muthukrishnan, 
if Bangalore - 
oO | 560 010 





How ARE 
you Goin 
To BAT? 


Dear Editor, 

©) Even havea problemlike that 
of Jis Thomas (September issue). 
Thavea brother Nitin, whois fond 
of collecting labels. We too fought 

for the labels in the June issue. 
I think Il have to buy two 
copies ofthe June issue next year. 
K.J.Nalini Vijayarahavan, 
aged 13, 
Mani H.S.S., Coimbatore. 





Dear Editor, 
53 My story T-V.Mania appeared 
in the August issue. Iam indeed 
very sorry to inform you that the 
story had already appeared in the 
previous issue of Children's World. 
‘This mistake is due to the fact 
that since I had received no 
acknowledgement from Children’s 
World, I sent the same story to 
Gokulam. 
I apologise profusely for my 
mistake 
S.MEENAKSHI 


Dear writers, 
This is a mistake that happens 
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quite often. But itis wrong to send 
the same story or article to two 
different magazines. 

If you want to know whether 
your article willbe published or not, 
‘send a self-addressed, stamped 
envelope with it. You'll receive a 
reply from us within a month. 

Any magazine will need that 
much time to read a story, decide 
and reply. So wait for a reply ~ 
before you send your article to 
some other magazine, Ed. 





Snippets from our readers! 











B 


© Why don’t you publish 
information aboutcomputerseach 
month? 

B.Vishvesh, 

Hyderabad - 500 032. 

Look out for the November 

issue! Ed. 

© Can we send stories from our 
school text-books? 

Deepthi S.Prakash, aged 13, 

St.Joseph Central School, 

Mysore. 

No, you may not! We'dpreferto 

read your original stories. Ed. 


2 Whatever languages they 
speak, whatever clothes they 
wear, people world over share the 
same hopes and aspirations, 
Gokulam helps blind children of 
different areas together... 
N.K.Unnikrishnan, 
Marakkara - 676 518. 
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Q: Why do elephants have 
trunks? 

A: Because they would look 
silly wearing suitcases on their 
noses! 


Yamini Kasera, 


x Bangalore - 560079, 


cae 
en 
Q: Why was the farm shifted 
from the school? 
‘A: Because the children would 
learn foul language. 
Pavani Tekkem, aged 13, 
St. Ann's High School, 
derabad. 


ec 





Yorn 

Q: Where does a sheep get its 
hair cut? 

‘A: At a baa - baa shop. 





Jubel D’ Cruz, 


October 84 





Roja Bhog rated over a huge 
kingdom, called Manipura. One 
morning, he woke up to find his 
crown missing. He searched every- 
where in the palace, but could not 
find it. 

Raja Bhog was a worried man 
Itwas his crown of fortune, and 
aslongasthekingsofManipura 
wore it, the kingdom would be 
prosperous. 

Now, that it was lost, the 
raja was afraid that some trag. 
edy would befall his kingdom. 










og, Log and Nirog, bi 
ere worried too 
ather,” said Jog, his eldest 
son, "Somebody has surely stolen 
the crown. Allow me togo and find 
it” 

Raja Bhog begged him nottogo. 

“Theworldisa dangerous place, 
my son," he said, “It is not safe for 
you to travel 

But Jog insisted, and set out 


three 

















On the way, he 
saw tortoise trapped 
ina net 








LOST 


“Please help me!” the tortoise 
called out, “You'll go much faster 
sitting on my back.” 

But Jog only laughed, and said, 
“You expect me to believe that? I 
am not going to waste my time 
saving you.” 

“Don't save me, but take 
this piece ofadvice. Atnight- 
fall, you'll reach aspot where 
a hut and a hotel stand side 
byside. Don'tenterthe hotel 
— spend the night in the 
hut.” 

‘The prince continued his 
journey, and reached the spot at 
nightfall, just as the tortoise had 
said. 

“Why shouldn't Ispend the night 
inthe hotel?” thought Jog, entering 
the hotel. 

And Jog never came out again. 





Far away, in Manipura, Raja 
Bhog was worrying away. He sent 
Log, his second son to look for Jog 
andthecrown, Logsaw thetortoise 
too, and did not save it. He too 
disregarded its advice, and never 
came out of the hotel. 
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————______— STORIES FROM OUR READERS 
Raja Bhog up in the morning, Nirog saw a 
was a worried snakecurled upinacorner, andthe 
manindeed. Very  tortoiselyingdead. He realized that, 
reluctantly, he the snake had killed the tortoise, 
sent Nirog, his He turned the tortoise upside 
thirdson, tolook down, and founda potofholy water 
for his brothers in its shell. He sprinkled some on 
and the crown. _it,and the tortoise camealive again. 
Nirog met the tortoise. He felt | Nirog and the 
sorry for it and set it free. tortoise flew to a re- 
“Can I really travel fast seated mote garden, where 
on your back?” he asked. two bags lay, side by 
“Just you wait,” said the tor- side. One was clean 
toise, and it disappeared into its "4 the other was 

shell for a moment, It returned “itty. 
Tap the dirty ba 

with a pair of wings 

“Helpmefixtheseon myback,” TRE SA a is surprise 
it told Nirog, He did so. They few the bagkogan tospeuk 
to the spot where the hut and the “1 know where the erown is, O 
hotel stood prince,” the bag said, “It is in the 
giant's castle. But to enter, you 
Niirog and the tortoise spent have to bang twice as loudly as you 
thenightinthehut. Whenhewoke can, on the drum that hangs out- 
side. Only then can you 


takethecrown, Orthedrum 
FATHER, will begin to cry, warning 





































T Witt Look the giant, who'll come ran- 
ning after you.” 
FOR THE: “Very well,” 
CROWN! said Nirog. 
Q “And remem- 


ber,” contin- 
ued the bag, 
“The giant 
likes to eat 













people, animals, 
birds and insects. 
Theonly thingthat, 
hohatestoeat 

are 


wan AES 
ESSER 


witches.” 
‘The bag fel silent now. 
“Hmm,” said the tortoise, “Ihave 
an idea.” 





It took out some spell 
books from its shell 
Nirog and the tortoise 
read through all the spell 
books. They found spells 
to make frogs, beetles, 
cats, lizards... Atlast they 
found a spell to make 
witches. Tt was — 
Bingi fuller gesher foam, 
Bubble frogs and spiders’ home, 





Nirog the prince shiller gome, 

Shorra lissa eukra loam! 

‘They said the spell together, 
and Nirog turned into a witch, He 
sat on the tortoise, and together 
they flew to the giant's castle, 


The witch-prince banged on 
the drum, took away the crown, 
and flew outofthecastleance again. 

They flew to the hotel, and res- 
cued Jog and Log who had been 
made prisoners there. 

Jog and Log werevery ashamed 





i z s 
GlolK tule jal) 











io 


of themselves 
“Forgive us,” they begged the 
tortoise. 
Soon, they flew back to 
Manipura. 





ing away 


Unscramblethecluesandfitthem 
into the correct squares of the grid on 
the opposite page. 


ACROSS 


5 Lee 

6 Rente 
8 Deen 
10 Regit 









yh 


@ 


to see them. He was 
delighted to have hix 
crown back too. A won- 
derful feast was pre- 
pared and the tortoise 


- was given the seat of honour. 


‘Thetortoisewasmadetheking’s 
minister, and they all 
lived happily ever after. 





Divya Seshadri, 


DOWN 


1 Gael 

2 Leok 

3 Touls 

4 Reami Rag (1 word) 
7Den 


9Geg 
8 Tea 
Divya Natarajan, aged 14, Bombay. 





‘Answers on page 16 
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COVER ME. Rue 
tisalmost unbelievable. 
Abluefish swirns against 

the branches of a fine 

formation of red coral. In 

the still water, the fish and 

the coral look really 
beautiful. 

ly This is a 

BS ~ scene from 


a under water in placestosee are the coral 





the Great teets. 


Most coral reefs are 
















creatures Co-exish, ~~~ 
And some of the 
beautiful underwater 





SDea water has lot of saltin 
il. Ifyou took out all the salt in 
theseaand spre: 
it would make a layer more 
than two miles d 

But most of the salt we buy 
is mined from the deposits of |] 
Jrock salt from under the 
ground. 


gagsters " 

















found in the 
tropical parts 
of the Indian 
and Pacific 
Oceans, the West Indies 
and the Red Sea 

What is coral, and how 
does it form? Coral is the 
hard skeletion ofan animal 
called polyp. Each polyp 
has a skeleton of calcium 
carbonate. When the 
polyp dies, it leaves the 
skeleton behind. Other 
polyps build and live on 
this cup-like skeleton and 
soon, a reef is formed. 

The polyps grow 
abundantly only inshallow 
waters in the tropics. 


Coral rockis quite soft, 
and many other sea 
animals take shelter in 
the reefs. Eels, shellfish. 
starfish, prawns, crown-of- 





UNDERWATER! 





thorns (see box on next 


page) and _brightly- 
coloured reeffish aresome 
of the creatures that live 





here. 

Damse' fish are a bluish- 
yellow reef fish that 
choose a part of the reef 
to live. They are so 
possessive about their 
territory that they allow no 
otherseacreature to enter 
it. 


“The bright yellow-blue 
surgeon fish live in shoals 
















| affect these fish. 


Triggertish, file fish and 
parrot fish have powerful 
mouths and teeth. This 
helps them break the hard 
shells of shellfish and crabs 
and eat them up. 

The stonefish is the most 
Poisonous fish in the world, 
It looks just like a lump of 
coral. But if you ac- 
cidentally step on it, it 
injects you with a venom 
through the spines on its 
back. The lion fish is 





Crown-of-thorns 


This is a large warm- 
water starfish that feeds 
on coral polyps. 

In the early 1960s, a 
huge swarm of these 
starfish destroyed many 
sections of the Great 
Barrier Reef, Australia. It 
has sharp spines that 
cause great damage to 
coral reefs. 





here. Anemone fish live 

among the tentacles of 2-« 
sea-anemones. << 
Somehow, the anemone’s 

poison does not seem to Poisonoustoo. Itsfinshave 








that 
Caviare spines that inject poison. 







There are three kinds 
of barrier reefs. Fringing 
reefs are found around 
Islands and on shores of 


Caviare is deticacy, and 
an expensive one too. But 
what 1s 1t? It ts made of the 
eggs ofa fish called sturgeon, 
found in many parts of the 
world, especially, southern 
Russia. The eggs are salted 
and dried, and can be eaten 
on toast! 

Caviare ts Turkish in 
origin, and has been eaten 

since the sixteenth century. 






















Cowrie 


Coowrie is a sea snail founa| 
in warmer seas, It is found) 
lexpecially in the Indian and 
lPacific Oceans, 

A speciesof cowrie shells was| 
lused as money in some Pacific 
islands and in parts of Africa, 

‘The cowrie shell is v 
lsmooth and thick. It is oval in| 
Ishape, with a long, slit-like 
lopening underneath. 

Most of us are familiar with 
{this shell, which varies from one| 
lcentimetre upwards. We use it| 
ito play many traditional games, 































waterbetweenitandland. 
And atolls are horse-shoe 
shaped reefs in the open 
ocean, 

Australia has the Great 
Barrier Reef, The Society 
Islands in the Pacific have 
fringing reefs, And there 
are many atolls in the 
Indian and pacific 
Oceans, 

Coral reefs take many 
years to build, But today, 
they face danger from 
pollution and soil erosion. 





Seals 











continents. A barrier 
reef lies 
away from 
the mainland, 
and has a 
channel of 





‘als are mammals that 
have four flippers instead of 






limbs. They live in the oceans 
and are found mostly around 
the Berring sea. 

‘There are different kinds of 
seals like Fur seals, Elephant 
seals and Harbour seals, 


SANDHYA SRIDHAR 




















GREAT MEN 
village. 

‘The whole village came to 
pay respect tohim, Amongthem, 
was a woman wearing a very 
dirty dhothi: 

“Why don’t you wear clean 
clothes?” Gandhiji asked her. 


THE DIRTY 
DHOTHI 


‘Thewomandidnot reply, But 
she told Kasthurba, “Perhaps 
your husband does not know that 
Thave only one dhothi to wea 
Thave no other dhothi with me. 

From that day, Gandhiji 
made up his mind to go about 

















Hare is 





only in his dhothi, and never 


story told of wear any other clothes, 


Gandhiji’s visit to a certain Remya D., aged 13, 


Coral 

‘The red coral of the 
Mediterranean is con- 
sidered quite precious. 
Many of us use it in 
jewellery. 

Long ago, the people 
of the Mediterranean 
traded this red coral to 
India and China as a 
charm to ward off evil 
and illness, Ancient 
Romans hung pieces of 
coral around their 
children’s necks to 
protect them from evil. 








Mariagiri English 
Medium School 
Idukk 
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This happened to me on Inde- 
pendence day ast year. [wasto sing the 
prayer song for the function held in our 
H} school. So, after! had finished singing, 
|} one of the teachers called me and gave 
mea garland. 

“Put this around the chiet-guest’s 
neck,” she said, 

I didnot leery understand what she 















% —_Theprincipal was siting on the dias, 
g wih the chiet-guest and 
: 


the chairman on either THE WRONG De princi- 


side, pal was in a 


So, there | was, NECK goodmood, and 
about to garland the told me clearly 
chairman, Fortunately, the chief-guest What | was to do. 









was looking the other way. Finally, | put the garland around the 


The chairman realized my mistake right neck! 

and pointed to the chief-quest. But, inmy R, Ramya, aged 12, 
nervousness, | put the garland around Delhi Public School, 

jj the principal's neck. New Delhi. 


SARS 


MynameisPriscillaandmy often get confused with our 
name is Prathiba. My names 

parents, relatives and friends One day | myself got con- 
fused and began calling my sia- 
ter, “Priscila Priscila! 













Priscilla David, aged 9, . 
Doveton Corrie's G.H.S.S., 
Madras. 
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RANDOM WRITINGS 


Dear readers, 

This is not a story, but a part of the 
biography of an ordinary boy, who came 
under the spell of an extraordinary man, 


fhe boy was Joseph, who studied in 
the same high school I went to, in 
Anantpur, in the late 1930's, He was 
my senior. 

His mother was an ayah in the local 
government hospital. Joseph was her only 
son. The boy was below average in his 
studies. He was short and slim, But, he 
was a gifted singer and a good actor. 

I remember his playing the part of 
Anjaneya in the annual school drama, 
Lava-Kusha, He played Hanuman with 
such devotion that it impressed me, It 


PL 


must have impressed the judges too, for 
they gave him the prize for the best actor. 
It was a book by Gandhiji — My Experi- 
ments with Truth. 









ne summer day, after the public exami- 
nations were over, Joseph boarded the 
Delhi Express, got down at Wardha, and trav- 
elled to Bapuji ashram, He met Bapuji, and 
told him his desire to serve others. 
Gandhiji was so impressed with his 
sincerity and honesty that he gave him 


Goren 18 october ‘96 





shelter in his ashram at Sabarmati. 
He renamed Joseph, Prabhakar, who 
lateron, became well-known as Prabha- 
karji, a Sarvodaya leader. 






ji studied was very proud of 
him. It invited him and some of his aa 
colleagues to spend a day or two in 
our town, and spread certain 

social messages on un- 

ing the town clean. 

I remember clearly, how we students, took 

great pride in sweeping the streets with 
Gandhiji’s disciples. 


Di their stay in town, an incident took 
place, which left a lasting impression on 
me. 

Prabhakarji and his colleagues were very 
time-conscious. They were punctual in most of 
their day-to-day activities. Tb help them in this, 
they asked one of our teachers for a time-piece, 


Ww: Prabhakarji left Anantpur with 
his party, the time-piece was put into 
their luggage by mistake. Thus, they 
discovered it only when they reached 
‘Sabarmati. Prabhakarji and his friends 
were quite upset. And so was Bapuji. He called 
Prabhakarji and told him that he was unhappy 
over the incident. 

“Til send it back by postal parcel with a let- 
ter of appology,” he said. 

“No, Prabhakarji,” Gandhiji replied, “I want 
you to go to Anantpur and give the time-piece 
to the teacher with an apology, yoursel 

“But it will be a waste of time and money," 
Prabhakarji protested. 

‘Ttis negligence on your part,” Bapyji was firm, 
Goxdam 19 october 36 



















“It is immaterial to me whether 
the time-piece was kept in the lug- 
gage by mistake or otherwise. You 
should have checked your lug- 
gage before you left the place.” 

“Oh, master,” pleaded Prabha- 
kari, “I feel my visit toAnantpur 
again is not necessary.” 

“If you feel it is a waste of 
money," replied Gandhiji, “Isug- 
gest you forego your night meals, 
and save that money up for your 
journey. But you should go. Only 
then, will you not repeat this 
negligent act.” 








THE BI 
OF IT! 


nce, Gandhiji was travelling 
in a train in South Africa 
Some young men who believed in 
apartheid, boarded the same com- 
partment: They had a journal with 
them. 
‘The journal was not a good 



























ell, Prabhakarji did go to Anantpur to return the time-piece 

with an appology. 
It made me realize how correct Gandhiji was, 
when it came to discipline, good conduct and char- 


— KOLAR KRISHNA IYER 





A 


Wa 





BAPU’S EXPERIENCE 
s Gandhiji went through it, 

e realized that the young 
men were trying to make fun of 
him, 

He quietly removed the clip 
that held the pages together and 
said, “Thank you, friends! I have 
one, with articles written in bad taken the best out of it!” 
taste, Compiled by 

‘The young men handed the Priya Venkateswaran, 
journal to Gandhiji saying, "Read aged 12, 
it and tell us your opinion about it.” Madras - 600 028, 





















SISTER'S PRANKS 









his happened when my elder sister was three years old. 
My grandmother and my uncle had come trom Trichy, to visit 
‘my parents. 

‘As my sister was interrupting them quite often, my mother gave her a 
bunch of keys to play with, The bunch included our house keys, as well as 
the keys to our Godre| cupboard. 

While my mother was busy talking, my sister quietly dropped the key 
bunch into my grandma's suitcase. Nobody noticed it. 

Soon, grandma and uncle lett for Chengleput, to visit grandma's sister. 
Then, mummy noticed that her key bunch was missing. She completely 

forgot that she'd given it to my sister, 









Daddy and mummy searched the whole 
house, but in vain. 

‘At Chengleput, grandma saw the keys in her 
suitcase. My uncle retumed to Madras, and 
{gave them to mother. It was only then that 
‘mother remembered that she'd given them to 
my sister, who was now laughing away 
‘mischievously ina comer! 


R. Harini, aged 14, 


New Delhi 
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ho said 

children 

should not talk about serious 
matters? 

Today's children are very 
aware of what's going on in the 
world around them. 

Tcan see the poverty in our 
country, in every place Igo. Itis 
‘avery common sight to see poor 
people, but who really cares for 
them? We are unable to control 
poverty. Like population, pov- 
erty too, increases everyday. 

hy are we unable to do 
W anything aboutit?Let’scon- 
Prices of 


sider the price rise. 
everyday necessities are soar- 
ing. Cooking oil, kerosene, 
sugar, clothes... If a saree costs 
Rs.500 today, it may cost 
Rs.10,000 in the 21st century. 
conse 22 ocrcer 96 


What I am trying to say, is 
that we are unable to cope with 
the price rise, considering the 
amount of money we actually 
have, to spend on these necessi- 
ties. 

A lot of money goes on taxes 
too. This money is collected by 
the Government of India. But 
they do not use it carefully, and 
spend it for the welfare of the 
people. 3 
T he poor man on the street 

may earn Rs. 10 some 
how. What does he use this 
for? Food, of course. Then, 
there is no money left for him 
to spend on 
and 


POVERTY ticiee rite 


the poor man, clothes and shel- 
ter become a luxury too. 

‘The increasing mouths to 
feed, makes the poor man poorer. 
Thus, we see more and more 
beggars on the streets. 

We children, as future 
zens of India, should find a solu- 
tion for this crisis. Each one of 
us should work hard and try to 
attain our goals. 

‘There should be less pov- 
erty, and the population explo- 
sion should be arrested too. 


V.Suba, aged 10, 
Sacred Heart Convent, 
Thrissur. 
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days in my life. Well.... it 

wasn't my birthday or any 
other occasion. Nor was it the 
day when some new serial 
was to be aired on the metro- 
channel... It was the day my 
tenth standard exams got over! 

| was so thrilled and was lit- 
erally jumping around with my 
friends. The crucial year was 
over. We had been warmed, 
threatened and advised so of- 
ten, that we had spent two 


HOLIDAY EXPERIENCE 


[: was one of the happiest 








frightened years poring over 
books. (Don't ask me what we 
did earlier), 


entered the house at a run, 
i bumped into my irritated 
sister. 

“Hey! Don't jump around like 
this,” she said, “You're not the 
only person to have finished 
your exams. | finished mine 
much earlier, if you remem- 
ber...” 
could not control my tongue, 
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and | yelled back at 
her. Soon, we were 
quarreling real hard. 

“Stop it you two!” 
mother intervened, 
“You've started this 
again. Hema, go 
have your milk. Don't 
throw your books like 
that. Save them for 
your younger friends 
in the ninth and tenth 
standards..." 

had my milk, and ran to the 
telephone, despite my dad’s 
frown, 

| spent the rest of that day 
listening to music. 


F’: days passed. Then be- 
gan the real trouble. All 
work seemed to get over real 
soon. All movie cassettes and 
music cassettes were seen and 
heard, again and again. It was 
0-0-0 bo-o-ring. 

Then, a stupendous(?) idea 
struck me. Why not paint some- 
thing and punish... | mean send 
it to good, old, dear Gokulam? 

Yes! That's a great idea. 
If it's published, good. If not, 
no problem 


decided to paint a dusk scene 
(readers don't panicl). Trees 
and elephants were quickly 





The trees looked quite scary 
(according to my sister), all 
black with the retreating sun. 
The sky was given a somewhat 
orange, red and yellowish tinge 
(mysterious?) 

The elephants looked anx- 
ious and terrified. Soon, they 
t00, got drenched in black. 

The painting looked lovely 
(to me of course!), but must 
have looked strange to my par- 
ents, sister, friends, and to who- 
ever who looked at it. 

“But then, what's decided is 
decided,” | decided. | gave the 
painting a push into the brown 
cover and posted it to Gokulam, 

At least, | had done some- 
thing! 


M. Hema, aged 15, 
C.S. 1. Bain School, 
Madras. 
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READERS WRITE 


y grandma lives with my 
M grandpa at Peralem. 
She was the only child of 


well-to-do parents and was a pam- 
pered girl. She had an ayah to 
watch over her at all times, She 
was seventeen, when she got mar- 
ried to my grandpa, who wasa sta- 
tion master in a small village in 
Thanjavur district. 

Grandma is a god-fearing and 
timid person. From her childhood, 
she has been afraid of even little 
things like cockroaches. 


ast year, | had been to their 
Lotce for the summer vaca- 
. Usually, my cousins would 
land up too, but this year, | was 
unlucky to be stuck there alone. | 
spent my time playing with the 












Grandmas 


DIARY 








children next-door, and begging 
my grandparents for stories. 


ne evening, | went to the 
hemplewith aftiend, at seven 

0’ clock in the evening. When | 
reached home, | found all the next 
door patties* in my house. They 
warned me, “A girl should not go 
‘out at night, with or without com- 
pany. There are all sorts of spirits 
and boothams** wandering about.” 

They had planted the seed of 
fear in my mind. | went searching 
for granny, and found her working, 
in the kitchen. 

“Do spirits really exist?” | asked 
her. 

“They do not,” she answered. 

\ chatted with her for some time, 
then asked her, “Where are the 
books that mummy and my uncles 
read in their childhood?” 

“They are in the attic,” granny 
said, “But don't go poking about 
there at this time. Go tomorrow.” 


Bi: disobedient that | was, | 
slowly climbed up the rickety 
wooden stairs, to the attic, 
™ Demons 











Gorsam 26 october 4 


| prowled around like a robber 
would. | suddenly came upon a 
bundle-like-bag. Curious, l opened 
it. Inside, were grandma’s personal 
possessions. | rifled through the 
contents and was about to 
close the bag, when | saw 
another smaller bag inside. 
| pulled it out. it contained a 
number of bound diaries. 

opened one, only to read, 
“This is to whoever takes this 
diary of mine. |, Saraswathy, state 
that no one should read this. It con. 
tains information meant only for my 
future generations.” 


began to laugh loudly. Grandma 

had written as if she was order- 
ing someone, like a judge issues 
orders, And | was surprised too. | 
knew that grandma had been edu- 
cated upto S.S.L.C., but | didn’t 
know that she had studied in an 
English medium school! 

| opened the other diaries, and 
found that they carried the same 
statement. 

Carrying the diaries in one 
hand, | descended the ladder, and 
‘went into the kitchen, 

“What are these diaries, 
grandma?” | asked. 

Grandma laughed when she 
saw them, 

“I wrote them when | was newly 
married,” she said. 

“Can | read them?" | asked. 

“Why not?” she answered, 
“Read them by all means.” 













began to read the first part of her 

diary. Her narrative began from 
the time she was married, and trav- 
elled to the remote village where 
her husband had been posted. The 
station was about a quarter mile 
away from their living quarters. 
Grandpa was on night duty for a 
few days. 

Newly-married grandma would 
sit up late, waiting for him to come 
home. Grandpa would eat his din- 
ner, ask her to go to sleep, and 
leave for the railway station, 
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| twas evening My brother and 
had parted after an exhaust- 
ing fight. | grabbled a bottle of 
Ice water from the fridge and 


took it to my room. 

Isat on the bed and opened 
the bottle. Just as | was about 
to drink,the bottle slipped from 
my hand and fell on the bed. | 
reacted quickly by grabbing the 
bottle, but too late! 

A portion of the bed was wet 
and soaked. Just then,my father 
entered the room. | began to 
tremble. He was a strict person 
‘when it came to neatness. But 
he did not notice the wet bed. 
He took the bottle from me and 
was about to drink, when the 
bottle slipped from his fingers! 
It fell on the bed, and all the 
‘water flowed out. 

Whew! I had to control my 
smiles. | had been saved in a 
strange way! 


. S.Vined, aged 14, 





ne night, she felt thirsty, and 
got up to drink some water, 
Suddenly, she heard a light tinkling 
sound, like that of anklets. Fright- 
ened, she scurried back to the bed- 
100m. She did not sleep at all that 
night. 
When grandpa returned, she 
told him of the noise. “You must 
have been dreaming,” he said, 


s nights passed, grandma be- 
Aum more and more fright- 
ened. The noise came again, and 
again. She had heard of spirits 
making such sounds in the night. 
The nearest neighbour, an odd 
lady, was of no help too. She told 
my grandma an eerie story of a sta 
tion-master’s daughter who had 
Killed herself in that house, yearsago, 


randma was a frightened 
young woman indeed. Then, 


she had a most welcome visitor. It 
was her cousin, who was a major 
in the army. Grandma told him of 
her fears. 

The cousin, decided to investi- 
gate. Sure enough, that very night, 
he heard the noise too. 

He ran out to see what it was! It 
was the neighbour's cow! The lady 
had obviously leftit loose to graze 
in grandma's overgrown garden 
every night. The sound of anklet 
bells was nothing but the sound 
of the bell, that the cow was wear- 
ing around its neck! 


Nivedita K. C., 
Neyveli - 607 803. 









































TICKET 
TROUBLE! 








is happened seven years ago. My 
agand parents who lived in Kerala, had 
come to Bangalore to visit us. When it 
was time for them to leave, my father 
and I, went to the staton to see them 
off 

They boarded the train, and it set 
My 
father and T walked away from the 
platform to the gate 


off, as we waved our goodbyes. 


WE were stopped by the plat- 
form ticket-checker. My father pulled 
the tickets out of his pocket and was 
horrified. 





c tickets to Kerala!" 
iven our platform tick- 
ets to your grandparents by mistake!” 


hecried, 





He quickly explained everything, 
and was taken to the station master 
He contacted the next station, only to 
be told that the train had already left 


My grandparents got down at 
their stat 





carly the next morni 
Luckily, no TTR. hadl come to check 
their tickets so far, Itwas only athome 
thatmy grandparents realized that they 
were carrying platform tickets 

Grandpa at once telephoned us to 
say that he had arrived safely, despite 
carrying the wrong tickets! 





S. Anila, aged 15, 
St. Antony's English H. 
Bangalore. 
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ello! we're sisters — Anu 
land Vinu — short for 
sha and Vinodha. 


It was a promising, bright, 
sunny Sunday morning. Having 
finished our morning duties viz. 
bathing, eating and fighting, 
Vinu and I settled down to a 
game of carom. 

The game was at its 
peak. When the door- 
bell rang. Granny look- 
cd through the upstairs 













window to see who it was, She then 
came downstairs and opened the 
door. 


‘t was dad. And from behind 
him, two cheeky, curious eyes 
peered into our house, I was sur- 
prised. 
“Who's this dad?" I asked. 
Before dad could answer, the 
owner of those eyes emerged 
from behind him, and intro- 









NY duced himself. 
“Subramaniaswamy,” 

he said 

“Too big a name, for such a 

small boy,” I thought. 







“Who are you, 
by the way?” 
Granny asked the 
little ‘visitor’ suspiciously, Her 
eyes almost popped out from 
behind her thick glasses in curi- 
osity. 

“Subramaniaswamy!" came 
that same bold, audacious reply! 

“Mother! He is the new ser- 
vant boy,” dad put in, fearing 
that granny might break into 
one of her fearful attacks of rage, 


&Ger t!” Granny was 
surprised, “And without 
my knowing it all these days!’ 
She was displeased, 

Vinu and I were surprised as 
well. Mom and dad had never 
told us of this brand new serv- 
ant! We had never had a serv- 
ant all these days, Mom, who 
emerged from the kitchen just 




















then, was surprised as well. So, 
dad was the only person who 
knew of the boy —Subramania- 
swamy. 


A“ somehow, after the 
sual do's and don'ts, the 
boy was finally accepted into the 
family. His room was in the ga- 
rage outside our house. As it was 
the first day of his stay in our 
house, and as Subram.... (er 
his name is too long.), had trav- 
elled a long way, mom let him 
rest. 

When the excitement of hav- 
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ing a servant — that too a little 
boy who would stay in our house 
itself, had died down, and mom, 
dad and granny had returned to 
their chores, Vinu and I raided 
the shed, 

“Hi! Subr.,.” began Vinu, who 
was a bit too friendly with new- 
‘comers, But she stopped herself, 
having caught my angry glance. 
(I feel that it is always bett 
being unfriendly to strange, new 
people.) 

“Heyl" I addressed the boy as 
politely, as T could, “Your name 
is too long for you. I can't waste 
my time calling out your |-0-0-0- 
ng name every time I wanna call 
you, right?” 

The boy stared at me indiffer- 
ently. 

“You're now not Subramania- 
swamy. You're Subbu, under- 
stand?" I told the boy in a ‘mat- 
ter-of-fact’ voice, 








1u was kinder, 
‘Where do you come from? 





she asked. (We hadn't been there 
when mom and grandma had 








scrutinised the boy.) 

“You mean you don't know 
me?” asked Subbu in the same 
bright, cheeky voice, “I'm from 
your village.” 

“Ours!"Vinu and I asked ina 
chorus. 

“Yes! Remember Sivakami? 
She was working at your grand- 
ma’s place before she came here. 
I'm her only son — Subbu!” 


A nd that's how Subbu came 
‘our house. Heneverseemed 
to mind the cold war, I waged 
against him. He continued to be 
cheerful, and involved himself 
eagerly in all activities, 

Now Subbu is an inseparable 
member of our family. He can be 
mischievous too. Vinu and Ihave 
shared many exciting moments 
with him. I hope I will be able to 
narrate all our little adventures 
to you sometime. 

See you then! 





K, Narmada, aged 16, 
G.R.G, Matric H.S.S. 
Coimbatore. 








Customer : Waiter! There's 
a fly in my ice-cream! 
Waiter : Very good, sir! Let 
that rascal die of cold! 


Joel Noronho, aged 12, 
Hubli - 20. 
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Excuses! 












«] ’ 
won't go to school today!” 
I heard her say. T° 
“I have lumps, 
Thave mumps 
“How can I go to school? 
It is so cold and cool! 
“My lips are going black, x 
My eyes are going red. 
“I just feel 
I'm half dead! jc!) 
“I just can’t go to school today, 
What did you say? 
It is a holiday? 
Goodbye! I’m off to play!” = 
Deepa Venkataraman, 
std V, 
Mother’s International School, = 
New Delhi. 








¢ One of the fascinating myster- 
ies that have baffled modern science 
the Bermuda Triangle. It is an 
area that stretches — from Cape 
Halteras out to the island of Ber- 
Jaude, and reaches south to Florida, 
Many’ ships and planes that have 
passed through that area have dis- 
appeared, and there has been no sign, 
of them, 

Another mystery that has 
baffled people for many years is that 
‘ofthe Loch Ness Monster. Ithas been 
sighted by many people and looks 
















TITBITS: 


somewhat like a dinosaur, It is huge 
has a long neck. It has been 
sighted in the misty waters of the 
Loch Ness, which is a fresh water 
lake in Scotland, 
A poltergeist is a mischievous 
ind of a ghost. Tt makes rapping 
noises, moves furniture, sends things 
flying through the air, and generally 
misbehaves. Though Parapsycolog- 
ists have investigated this matter, 
there is no real proof that they 
exist 
# Will-o-the wisp is a dancing 
light that appears over marshes and 
other damp grounds. Previously, 
people used to think that it was 
‘an evil spirit trying to attract 
them, But this has been 
proved false by scion- 

















These are some of the mysteries of modern 
science, We're not sure whether they are true or 
not, or if they ’ll be solved at all. But keep 
checking! 


Musterious 


FACTS 
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tists, who believe that it is 
nothing but a gas —meth- 

# The Abominable 
‘Snowman is the creature 
that lives in the remote 
and icy wastes of the 
Himalayan mountains, 
People have deseribed it 
as being large, half man, 
half ape. It leaves enor- 
tous footprints about 12 
incheslongand7/4inches 
‘wide. Local people call it 
Yeti. It is quite similar to 
Big Foot, a creature of 
the same kind in the for- 
ests of North America, 

Another baffling 
mystery is that of the 
Nasca Lines. They are a 
series ofmarikings north and 
south ofthe town of Nasca, The 
mystery about them is that the remarkable shapes of a dog, a 
sighted from a height of spider, a monkey, ete. Noone really 
about 1,000 feet, they knows how they were formed, 
can be’ seen in 4 One of the greatest scientific 

mysteries af our times is that of the 
UFO, which stands for unidentified 
flying and glowing objects in the sky. 
There are many unbelievable stories 
—that these objects have come down 
to earth and there have been 
creatures that have visited and 
talked to humans. But scien- 
tists have dismissed these sto- 
ries saying that the objects were 
only optical illusions. 

‘@ ESP. stands for Extra 
Sensory Perception. According 
tothis,a person could possess a 

sixth sense apart from his five 

senses. He can perform un- 

believable feats with this 
extra sense, 
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C. Prem Kumar, aged 14, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
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A cctecivesntiiepublished inthe 
May’94 issue of Gokul took me down 
memory lane... wasin theseventhstan- 
dard, and my elder sister was in the 
eighth, We were deeply influenced by 
Nancy Drews and Hardy Boys then 
Perry Mason was a favourite foo. We 
made a gang with our neighbourhood 
ids, Priya, Rajan and their brothers, 
along with Padma. There were seven of 
Us 50 Smart Seven we became. 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


Wecegansavingourpocketmoney 
to buy detective equipment, Thus, be- 
twweenus,wemanagedtobuy amagnetic 
compass, some rope, pocket knives and 
pencil torches. We also kept our pockets 
stuffed with glucosebiseuitsand Glucon- 
D. Both these food items were powdered 
finely and poured into small boxes that 
‘would fit into our pockets. 

Allsevenof uswerenew to the local- 


ity. So, we hardly knew anything about 
i 


Ore Sunday night, the seven of us 
crept out of our houses at eight 
'clockas arranged. We met u 
der the peepal tree. And thus 
began our so-called adventure 

We waited. We were sure 
that there would at least be one 
robber tunnelling away into a 
house in the neighbourhood. Raj 
switched on his pocket torch and 
shone t around. The light fell on 
some dull metal in the centre of 

the road 
Justimagine our excitement! 
‘We rushed to the spot and be- 
gan crapping the mud around 
the metal. It revealed a round 

Ws a tunnel!” we whis- 
pered to each other. 

Thecover was quickly re- 


TANDEED! 
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moved. Soon ahot debate began, Who 
‘was to enter the tunnel first? 


Tewas decided that Raj would enter 
the tunnel first, since he was older than 
Prem, and he had discovered the cover 
anyway 

“Iwon'tlet you girls take any risks 
Raj declared firmly 

So that was it. Raj prepared himself 
forthe plungeand heaved himself down, 

Surprisingly, instead of a'thucl’ we 
heard a ‘splash’, followed by Raj’s 
screams for help. 

Sure that Raj had been caught by 
thieves, we ran home and informed out 
parents about it 

Our parents could not make any 
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sense of our explanations, They were 
bewildered, butunderstood, that Raj was 
in some danger. So, they ran out, and 
pulled him out of the tunnel. My! How 
he stank! 





Trwasonty later, after Rajhad hada 
bath, and all of us had had our dinner, 
that our parents told us the humbling 
truth, 

The tunnel was nothing but a man- 
hole 

Shame-faced, we retreated to our 
The pen-knives went into our 
pencil boxes tosharpen our pencils. The 
powdered biscuitsand glucose went into 


the snack boxes, 

Themagneticcompass went into the 
bureau and the torches were deposited 
‘on shelves to be used in ease of power 
failures, 





Evennow,whenourdetectivedays 





embarrassment, and our parents have a 
good laugh at our cost, Smart Seven 


indeed! 


P.V. Gayathri, Madras - 600 092. ya 
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THE EMOORE 


hagatnathy 





Evmoore is in the Palakkad 
District of Kerala. On a hill in 
lace was an ancient temple 
dedicated to Hemambiga or 
Ambal. Two namboodiri * boys 
loved to visit this temple. 

‘They visited the temple ev- 
eryday. Years passed. The 
namboodiri boys grew into young 
men, reached middle age. They 
continued their daily visits to 
the temple. 

One day, at the foot of the 
hill, the namboodiris paused, 
and looked up. 

“Lam tired already,” said one 
namboodiri. 

“So am I,” said the other, 
“Why, we are old men!” 





“The brahmins ot Kerala 






“0 
Ambal!” cried 
the first namboodiri 


“Oo 
Bhagawathy! We old men are 
helpless now! We can't see you 
everyday, as we yearn to!” 

“O Bhagawathy!” cried the 
second, “Help us!” 





ust then, an elephant came 
that way. It looked at the 
namboodiris, and nodded its 
head, as if blessing them. This 
gave the two old men a little 
strength. They puffed and 
panted their way up the hill, 
worshipped Hemambiga, and 
returned. 


Gorutam 40 october 34 








It was night. The 
namboodiris were fast asleep. 
‘The Goddess Ambal came to 
them in a dream 

“O namboodirist” she said, “I 
am touched by your love for me. 
I will appear tomorrow in the 
lake next to your house, My 
hand will emerge out of the wa- 
terfirst, Butno sound should be 
made. If anyone speaks, I will 
not appear." 

‘The namboodiris woke up. 

“Thad a dream!” exclaimed 
one. 

“Me too,” said the second. 

‘They soon realized that they 
had seen the same dream. They 
were s0 excited that they ran to 
the raja’s Kolahum** and 
blurted everything out to \ 
him, ES 


i 


So, the next morn- 
ing,thebanksofthelake —— 
were terribly crowded, 
Hordesof people stood 
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LEGEND 
there, waiting for the Bhaga- 
wathy to appear. The raja him- 
self stood there, with his rani, 
hermaids, his mantris, amuscial 
troupe, ete, They were all set to 
welcome the Goddess! 

Suddenly, there were ripples 
from the centre of the lake, and 
1 bejewelled hand slowly ap- 
peared, 

One namboodiri got so ex- 
cited that he shouted, “4 
Vannu, Amma Vannu 

‘The hand stopped moving, 
and vanished. ‘The raja, the 
namboodiris and all the people 
there were disappointed, 

So, they built a little island 
at the place the hand had 

emerged. On it, they built a 
temple dedicated to the 
_Bhagawathy. The rest of the 

"lake still stands as in the 

= olden days. 











‘== Soumya Shankar, 
aged 12, 





Amma has come, Amma has come!” 
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he bell rang. 

I checked 

mytime-table. 

Wehadsciencenow, 

‘The teacher came 

into class, and we wished her, 
“Good morning miss!” 

“You have to plant a 
seedling for the biology 
project,” the teacher told 
us. 

It was a lesson on 





FATE OF A 





plants. It was Mon- 
day and our teacher 


allowed a whole ‘ 
week for the plant 
to grow. 


“Show your plants to me next 
Monday,” she told us, while 
leaving the classroom. 

The first thing that I 
did when I reached home 
that evening, was plant a 
seedling, 

I watered it daily, It 
grew quite nicely. 

Itwas Friday, My plant 
had grown quite well, and I kept 
itby the window. I stood next to 
my precious plant, watching the 
wonderful settingsun. Justthen, 
my sister Sapna joined mé 

“What a lovely sigh 
gasped 

When things were really very 

omething awful happened, 
Sapna's hand accidentally hit the 











she 
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plant. It crashed to the ground. — Thewholeclasswas 
‘Thepotbroke,andtheplantwas excited. Theyadmired 








smashed. each others’ plants 

T could not believe my eyes. and discussed how 
Sapna was shocked. they had looked after 

“Sapna! How could 2 them. Isat glumly in a 
you...."Tcould not say the / , corner, with my tiny 
rest of the words. ¢ = sprout! 

But it really wasn't % Silence descended on 
Sapna’s fault. Shehadnot theclass. Itwas time for 
done it on purpose. So, all the teacher to come. 

Teoulddo then, was But... who was this? It 





plant a new seedling. I wastheEnglish teacher! 
hoped it would grow well She said, “Girls! Your 
in two days. ience teacher is out of 
town and I shall take 
Ai last, it was Mon-  thisperiodforyou. She'll “7K 
day. Igotready and return only on Wednes- 
setofftoschoolwith a 
my sister. In my 
hand, was thenew 
- ais twee ‘ou don't know how relieved 


not fully grown. Iwas! Saved by two days! I 
All [could ex- looked after my plant very 
pect for the carefully this time. And some 
) project, was a magic must have been at work 
< ior C grade. on my plant, for it grew even 
better than the first one! 


oO: Wednesday, 
our science 
teacher gave us our 
grades for the pro- 
ject, and guess what I got? I got 
an A+! 

I was happy. But more than 
me, Sapna was relieved. After 
all, her hand was responsible for 
my grade! 


————— a Aardra Patil, aged 12, 
Bombay - 25. 











So save your 
projects for her return.” 
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BIOLOGICAL 





Ramu: Hey! Earthworm! 
Stop! 

The amazed earthworm 
stops right in the middle of 
trtgling through the loose 

and looks up in 
surprise, 

Earthworm: What do you 
want? 












EARTH ORM 
FRIE ) 





Ramu: Er... 
interview you. 
Earthworm: Oh! Then can't 
you be a little polite when you 
call out to me? 
Ramu: Sorry, Mr. Earth- 
worm, 
Earthworm: Now, that’s 
better. So you want to know alll 
about me. Ibelongto the class 
oligochaeta of philum 
Annelida. We have long 
bodies that can extend 
upto fifteen  centimet- 
res. Our skins are wet 
and moist. We can 
contract and elongate 
our bodies. Can you 
see these circular 
bands on my body? 


want to 


‘They divide our bodies 
into 100 or 200 
segments. 


Ramu: Er...that’s 
a lot of information... 
But can Task yousome 
questions....? 
Earthworm: Of 


course, you can. But I didn’t tell 
you did I...? 

My original name is 
Pharetima Posthuma... 

Ramu(shouts); Will you let 
me ask the questions? 

Earthworm(offended): Of 
course! What a rude boy! 

Ramu: Where do you live? 

Earthworm: What a stupid 
question. Didn't you see me 
wriggle out of the ground? We 
live in burrows under the 
ground, and come out only at 
night, or after rains. We live 
only in moist soil 

Ramu(red in the face): Yes, 
that wasa stupid question, but. 

Earthworm(interrupting): 
We live a very dangerous life. 
We have to look out for our 
enemies, the underground 
moles, and the toads and birds 
that want to gobble us up... 

Ramu: What... 

Earthworm(not allowing 
Ramu to speak): I love to eat 
dead organic matterlike leaves, 
vegetable peels, etc. That’s why 
you might commonly see my 
friends and me near rubbish 
heaps and dunghills. 

Ramu: Ugh! 

Earthworm: Don't be rude. 
Did you know that we breathe 
through our skins? The oxygen 
mixes with our blood, and is 
carried to all the parts of our 
bodies. 

Ramu: Oh! You mean... 

Earthworm: I don't mean 
anything. Don’t talk when Tam 





speaking. What a 
rudeboy youare! Do 
poem li 





you know how useful we are to 
humans? As we travel through 
the soil, we swallow some of it, 
What we exerete is very good 
manure. Wealsohelp the plants 
get water and air. the farmers 
call us their friends, 

Ramu: How... 

Earthworm: And I bet you 
did not know this! Ifyou cut me 
up into five pieces, each bit will 
grow intoaseparateearthworm! 

Ramu: Fantastic! Just let 
me get the kitchen knife... 

Twant to see how you do it. 

Earthworm: (glaring at 
Ramu): What a rude boy you 
are! Iam too busy togive youany 
demonstrations. Get going, and 
don't you dare disturb me! 

He disappears under the 
earth in record time, leaving 
Ramu sighing with relief. 












R.S.Ramu, aged 15, 
Tanjore 613 001. 
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Dear déary, 29.6.94 

Today someching very exciting and aduentiroses happened. Te 
(3 the chard day since oun school reopened after the summer 
Motidays. Haturatly, 9 was guite happy and,ercited. Hew 
Griends, new b00ks, new teachers. Everything new. Ale the 
Feachers were ashing us haw we spent oer uacation, and no reat 
lessons were taken. 

9 think 9 am keeping the incident in suspense for too long. 
hay. tt tell you. As you know, our school appoints new ayaks 
each year. Today, duning the recess Teaw a woman with a broam~ 
stich wathing wp and datum, in the corniders. 7 thought she was 
a meee ayah. 

Sometime later, she called me and satd, “Y'am a new ayah 
here, 7 don't know where the tattet is. Can you show me? 7 am 
supposed to clean ct today." 7 leak her ta the sitet. “Then, tt 
happened, 

She caught hald of me and demanded, "Give me your gold 
carnengs!”” i 

7 got a shack! 7 shivered frame tops 20 bottom. 7 wanted to 
soreame, but she pressed my masth very tightly with her palm. 

7 eons totally confused. 7 did wat nate what te de. 7 caus that 
the ayah was standing inside the toilet and 7, oxttside. “Then 7 
said, “Lee 90 of me. Vtt give theme ta yas." She did a. Within 
moments, 7 gathered all my courage and shut the door. 7 batted 
«. Tow she was caught! 

7 think you can guess what happened after that. She was 
handed over to the police. 

Everybody pracsed me fon my courage. 7 felt as 4 7 was on the 
top of the world. Guess what was watting for me? “The school 
captain's pose! 

Phis ts a memorable day. What would haue happened yy 9 had 
piven my carrings to her? Onty ches morning mummy asted me 
ot te swear my gald earrings. But 7 disobeyed her. 7 get scalded 
At home anyway, but 7 am happy. Today ts my lucky day! 
Hartht Sethwraman, aged 15, 
Wadras - 106. 
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Congrats, winners! 





WBAKI NGPOWDERFH 
OEABXYNHSI DBKAC 
OOI PYKESSENCELL 
DRAGUSNF QUTTCNY 
EOVEHIIBCI AOOON 
NTVBI ESPOOILCBL 
SPNHANNIINEVOWW 
PBUTTKTGKMJIAHO 
OSFTEII MUTNOTB 
OVFLRPNCAAKEPI P 
NGS ROFLOUPCSTCN 
AGUAI UQUITTHOOS 
RBUTTERS ONPPECG 
PZYNPQFTNAOHTHG 
QNRAGUSGNICICOE 


Sisen and her friend Meena, were baking a cake, 
Hidden in this letter grid, are the eleven things they used. 


Happy hunting! 


SHOBA RANJIT SINGH 
= Solution on page 80 
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G  ivore,swaraand Sumer werevisitingtheruins 
of the ancient and beautiful temple. Though it was 
gloomy inside, the timber and rosewood walls looked eerie 
and magnificent. Everything was covered by layers and 
layers of dust. A majestic bell hung from the cracked timber 
ceiling. 

‘The children moved slowly, looking at everything in awe-filled 
silence. They were the only visitors in that temple. Suddenly, the 























AN ADVENTURE STORY 
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trio looked at each other. The 
‘lence was deafening... almost 
horrifying! 


Ss. h! The slight noise 
made them start, and turn 
towards the sound. What they 
saw, made them freeze. Awhite, 
human-faced creature, with 
grey-brown clawsandalongtail, 





















onus 56 october 34 


was weaving its way through 
the pillars, towards them! 

‘The three silently hid behind 
pillars, watching the horrible 
creature search for them. 
‘Suddenly, a bat hit Swara’s face, 
and she screamed. 

Thecreature gaveastartand 
began to run towards them, The 
three turned and ran for their 
lives. 

There they were, running 

through the corridors and 

steps. The place echoed 
with their footsteps, 
Suddenly, Swara 
and Sumer were 
nowhere to be 
seen. Shipra 
alone, was run- 
ning through the 
temple corridors, 
the creature run- 
ning swiftly after 


he 
Shinn was 


desperate. She 
looked around 
her as she ran, 
Suddenly, she 
spotted an alcove 
before her. Could 
she hide there? 
She could hear 
the creature run- 
ning, and nearing 
the corner. 
Shipra dived 
into the alcove 
The wood gave 
way, and Shipra 
found herself, 
falling. She was 








Cj 


lying amidst many sculptures 
and carvings in ivory and 
sandalwood. 

Shipra heard the creature's 
footsteps run past the alcove. 

What room was this? 
Something fell on her. 

“Eeks!” Shipra gasped out. 
It was only a lizard! 

She heard the creature's 
footsteps stop, turn, and run 
towards the alcove, 

Where could she go? Shipra 
got up and ran again. Then she 
saw the cupboard. She dived in 
and shut the door behind her. 


J. ust when she thought she 
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was safe, Shipra found the 
cupboard door opening and the 
creature stood before her. It 
pulled her out and dragged her 
into the centre of the room. 

“What creature is this?” 
Shipra wondered, “Is it a 
vampire? Is it going to suck my 
blood? Oh, no!” 

Suddenly, two masked men 
appeared. Shipra gasped. Th 
were pointing guns at her! What 
would Nancy Drew or Joe Hardy 
do at this critical moment? 
Shipra's mind raced. But she 
was helpless. 

‘The creature left the room as 
three more masked men 





appeared. 

“Leave me alone,” Shipra’s 
voice wobbled, butshecontinued, 
“Tam the daughter ofthe famous 
private detective, Raj, and I am 
well-known,” 

“Hah! said one of the masked 
men, 

“Oh, yes,” Shipra said, 
“Everybody knows me in this 
area, I came with two friends of 
mine, I've asked them to call the 
police if I don't return in fifteen 
minutes.” 


W..: a bluff! Shipra 


hoped that the men would 
release her. They were huddled 
in a group and were discussing 
something in hushed whispers. 
Shipra knew that her lie had 
worried them, 

Would her friends tell their 
parents or the police in time? 
She looked around the room. Her 
eyes fell on the ‘creature’ lying 
on its back on the ground, What 
was wrong with it? 

Then, Shipra realized 
something. It was a dummy! A 
fake! How silly and stupid of her 
to have been frightened of that! 


“W, 
heeeee!" It was a 


police siren, Her bluff was 
coming true! 

The group of five dispersed 
rather hurriedly. 
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Siren ranouttomeether 
father who had come along with 
four policemen. The policemen 
saw the masked men running 
out, and ran after them. A 
sheepish Sumer and Swara 
slowly got out of the back seat of 
the jeep. 

“How did you two alone 
escape?” Shipra asked, 

“Oh,” said Sumer, red in the 
face, “We found the entrance and 
ran out, We didn’t mean to leave 
you alone in the clutches of that 
creature. Wemeanttofindhelp.” 

“Noproblem," replied Shipra 
airily, “You see, the men were 
dead scared ofme. After all, lam 
the daughter of the famous 
private detective, Raj.” 

Shipra laughed as she saw 
the comical expression on her 
businessman father's face. 








Lic:, they were told by 
the police that the temple was a 
storehouse of stolen antiques. 
‘The five masked men were 
wanted smugglers, 

When the inspector heard 
Shipra’s story and her bluff, he 
too laughed. 

“Thank you private 
detectives Shipra, Sumer and 
Raj!” he said, “But don't ever 
wander into danger again!” 

Srividya Yagnaraman, 
aged 15, 
Bangalore 560 085 







Sun: Why are you so pale? 

Moon: Because | always work 

the night shift. 

Shobhit Swarup, aged 12, 
Jaipur, 
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ESSAY 

‘ow many of us realize that 

children in today'sworldare 
much more intelligent than the 
children of yesteryears? They 
know a lot for their age. 

Children have become 

smarter. That's because they 
have to keep pace with a fast- 
paced world too. Children learn 
tocopevery early —those whase 
mothers goto work, know how to 
cook; some 
children go fe 
school 
themselves; ree dibrnrcere 
themselves... And those without 
meanslearn howtolivetoo. They 
learn how to use their hands to 
earn a livelihood. 

‘ost children understand 

what adults talk. They 
don't like being talked to, as if 
they are babies. 

Parents can hardly shout at 

their children, for they might 


: Children Today 


just answer back! 

So, today’s children have to 
be treated differently. 

Since they learn thingsearly, 
They should be approached with 
more caution and seriousness. 
Learn to respect your child. 


Caroline Mody, aged 13, 
St.Ann’s H.S., 
Secunderabad. 











EARTHQUAKE! 


The earthquake struck in the 
midst of dreams, 
of people lay dead 
in streams! 
None had time to cry or scream, 


‘Thousands 


Buildings trembled, 
Villages reduced to a rubble, 
Multi-storeys tumbled, 

People spoke in pitiful tones, 


The air was filled with moans, 
Pray! Let there be no more 
groans. 
K-Poomathi, std IX, 
Holy Cross Anglo Indian 
School, Tuticorin. 
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THOUGHTS AND PROVERBS... 





6 A Wia®! Lets play Ludo,” 
my sister called out. 

We began to play. 

But soon, an argument 
began, and I cried, “I won't play 
anymore! You're cheating!” 

‘Amma, who was working in 
the kitchen must have heard my 
outburst, for she called, 
“Sowmya! Come here!” 

“Yes, amma!” I ran into the 
kitchen. 

“How can you fight with your 
TEidrsiser, 


sister like this? Play, play, play! 
You're wasting your time!” 

“Amma,” I answered, “From 
the morning, [have ‘wasted’ my 
time washing clothes, washing 
the vessels, and sweeping the 
house, Ieven went and collected 
your blouse from the tailor...” 

“Stop it!” Ma was angry now. 
“Why don't you study or read or 
write something?” 

“Study?” [ asked astonished, 
“During the holidays?” 


Gilures... 





THANKS Spkutan ! 








study in the Vith standard, 

One evening, Iran into 
the house after playing cricket, 
and drank some cold water. Itwas 
then that | suddenly remembered 
that Mrs, Duggal, our biology 
teacher had asked us to stick a 
label on our biology notebook. | 
took some money from my 
mother's purse and ran out tobuy 


“Why not?”asked amma, “Or 
Thave a better idea. Write some 
interesting articlestoGokulam.” 

“Theeditorhasnot published 
what I have written so far...” I 
grumbled. 

“Sowmya,”my mother rep- 
lied, “They must be getting a lot 
of contributions, and must be 
choosing only a few of the good 
ones. 

She told me how a magazine 
selects the articles to be 








A STORY FROM A READER 





THANKS GOKULAM 































afew labels. Butalas! The shops 
were closed. Of course, it was a 
Tuesday, a holiday for the 
neighbourhood shops. 

remembered the day when | 

had been scolded by Mrs. 
Duggal, and feared anotherlike it. 
She is a very strict teacher, The 
more | thought about it, the more 
frightened | became, 

“O God," | prayed, “Let Mrs, 
Duggal be absent tomorrow 
aftemoon." 

When my father came that 
evening, he held the June issue of 
Gokulam in his 
hand. | was not 
very interested in 
the magazine. as | was worried 
about what | would do for the 
label. 

You can imagine my surprise 
when | found some labels in 
Gokulam. | was overjoyed, My 
fears were gone. 

I cut out a label and pasted it 
on my biology notebook, 

N.Ramesh, aged 11. 
Delhi 110095. 


published, and what a long 
is, 
amma concluded, 
“Think of the proverb ‘Failures 
are the stepping stones to 
success’ and write.” 
I was really impressed by 
her explanation. 
That's why, I have written 
this out, for you to read. 
R.Sowmya, aged 12, 
Jawahar Vidyalaya, 
Madras. 
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POETRY 


HOLIDAYS HoLiDAys_ Gone! 
GONE! 7" = N 


Insisted I wanted to spend holidays 
well, 
Reached Grandpa's house, happy. 
Spent hours near the hen-coop, 
Patted the calf in the cow-shed. 
Plucked the mangoes off the tree, 
Climbed to the top of guava-tree; 
Ignored the call of grandma, 
Got scoldings from grandpa! 
Watered the plants at the 
backyard, 
Wondered at the beauty of 
vine-yard, 
Learnt swimming in the 
mornings, 
Went for walks in the evenings. 
Read lots of stories, 
Wanted to write some mysteries; 
Peeped into the calender pages, 

















Ended! The holidays have 
gone! 


J. Benita, aged 12, 
Bangalore - 1. 


Teacher Mint 
tame-howesn OE 
youprove itine © 
Yori around? 

Mat. never 
sald twas, mse! 


9, 


‘Shyam: What would happen if cat's . 
prayers were answered? 
Ram: 


don't know. 
‘Shyam: le would rain rats! 





M.Netra, Std V, N Saroja, aged 13, 
New Cambridge English School, B.EMLL. School, 
Bangalore. Kolar, 
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aught it! Nirosha was 

( thrilled, She had man- 

laged to catch the 

butterfly at last! She’d show 
it to Richa tomorrow. 

twas Richa who had told 

her the secret. 






j ee ai 
aedene gy . / 

$i 
“IF you keep a 
butterfly pressed 
between the pages 
of your book,” she 
had told Nirosha, 
“You'll be able to 

study faster.’’ i 

The butterfly was 
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es STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


desperately fluttering Its tiny 
wings in an attempt to free 
itself. 

Nirosha took it to her study 
room, and opened her maths 
text book. She hated maths 
more than any other subject, 
‘and was scared of it too. 

“Ineed the butterfly’shelp 
for maths,’" she thought. 


J ust as she was about to 
place the butterfly in the 
maths text book, It lifted its 
head and spoke, 

“Why do you want to kill 
me?" it asked, 

Nirosha was amazed, 
She almost let go of the 
butterfly, Then, she asked, 
“D-did you speak?” 

“Oh, yes | did,’ the 
butterfly replied, "And | 
am the Princess Butter- 
fly. My father is the king 
of butterflies. Only the 
royal butterflies can 
speak like humans do. 
Now tell me — why do 
you want fo kill me? Do. 
you hate butterflies?’” 

“No,” Nirosha replied, 
slowly biting her lower lip, I 
love butterflies. But you see, 
friend told me | could study 
faster if | keep a butterfly in 
my book.” 

“Nonsense, ’’ the butterfly 


replied, “What a wrong be- 
lief itis, To study faster al you 
need is concentration. Re- 
member the story of Ayjunaatry- 
ing toshoot the eye of the fish? 
He concentratedso deeply on 
the eye of the fish that he saw 
nothing else, So you too should 
concentrate like that. And you 
can leam a lesson or two from 
myiife too.”” 

“Ha, ha, hal’’ laughed 
Nirosha, “Learn a lesson 
from your life? You, ha, ha... 
a tiny creature!” 


“Hmm,’" said the butterfly 























thoughtfully, “You're arro- 
gant. You think that listening 
to a smaller and lesser crea- 
ture like me... aaah! Aaah!” 


irosha looked down at 
the screaming butterfly. 





Gokutam 67 october 94 








wos very impressed by Amitava's story, ‘immortal Scientist’ in the September 
“93 \ssue. For a change. | got to read a good science fiction story, not by Isaac 
‘Asimov, but by an Indian chi. 

‘A Tew scientists oround the word, who have been carrying out research on time 
travel, have a theory called the Many Worlds Theory. They feel, that at any point of 
time, many poratiel universes exst, each having a copy of the earth This means that 
‘each of us have @ clone in these parallel universes. 

‘Thus. when we fravel through time, we travel to parallel universes, where we 


‘might even get to meet our clones. 


But, to time travel, you've got fo travel at the speed of ight. According to Ein- 
stoin's theory, the mass of any body traveling at the speed of ight, becomes Infinit, 
0, many sclentists cspute the theory of time travel too. 

Yet, the subject continues to provoke interest and debote, 





“You are halding me too 
tightly! Oooh!” it cried, “Let 
me gol’’ 

Nirosha immediately set it 
free. 

“See youl” said the butter- 
fly, “Remember me some- 
time.”” 


irosha could not forget 

the butterfly. She kept 
thinking about it all evening. 
At dinner her mother and fa- 
ther were discussing the trou- 
bles of one of their friends, 
Mr. Srinivasan. 

“His driver had been wam- 
ing him about it all the time,’” 
her father was saying, “But 
Srinivasan did not listen. He 
didn’t bother to take the ad- 





Dath- 110029, 


vice since it came from his 
driver.’ 

Nirosha remembered the 
butterfly’s words. How true 
they were turning out to be! 

““Wonder what lesson 
from it's life it wanted to 
teach me,”’ she thought. 





or the next few days, 

Nirosha wandered around 
the gardenhoping tomeetthe 
butterfly. On the sixth day, she 
spotted a similar butterfly sitting 
‘on a flower. As she peered 
closer it said, “Hil it’s me alight! 

“Lam fine, thank you,” re- 
plied Nirosha, “How are 
you...2” 





right as ever!” laughed 
the butterfly. 


Gorse 6B october 96 


“Er... you told me that | 
should learn a lesson from 
your life. What Is it?”” 

“Oh,""the butterfly paused, 
“Do yousee how live my ife? | 
go from flower to flower drink- 
ing only the sweetest ftom it. 
That'show you should live your 
Ife. Absorb the sweetest and 
the best from the people you 
meet and the books you read. 
No person is so bad that you 
can’tleam anything fromhim."* 

“And books?’’ asked 
Nirosha, 

“Take the best from every 
book you read. You'll gain 
more knowledge than you 


can ever dream of.” 

The butterfly fluttered off, 
leaving a very thoughtful 
Nirosha, 


ears passed, and Nirosha 
qualified into an intelli 
gent doctor. She built a 
lovely hospital and named 
it Butterfly House. It was open 
toalll rich or poor. Nirosha had 
not forgotten the butterfly, 










Neha Dogra, std. IV, 
Chinmaya Vidyalaya, 
Madras. 
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WAS racing at 
about 290 km/ph 
‘on the Seventh lap 
of the San Marino Grand Prix at 
Imola, when his car lost control. It 
shot out of the lane and hit a con- 
crete wall head-on, The driver was 
rushed to a hospital, where he died 





of head injuries. Thus ended the 
life of Ayrton Senna, the three time 
Formula One Champion. 


he world was stunned by the 

news. The Brazilian driver was 
a popular heroic figure in the world 
of racing. 

The coffin containing Senna’s 
body was flown into Sao Paulo in 
Brazil. There was a long line of peo- 
ple along the 30 km drive from the 
airport to the State Parliament build- 
ing. Fans wept as they remembered 


their idol who was no more. 
The day before 
the tragedy... 


enna had expressed great con- 
Jcer over the way his car was 


responding to the San Marino 
track. His Car was reacting in a 
rather nervous way, he felt. That 
night, Senna once again voiced his 
misgivings. 


The day after the 
tragedy... 

Jeople thronged Sao Paulo as 

the aircraft arrived with Senna’s 
body. 

“He died like a champion,” a 


young fan said, "Like a great cham- 
pion. He will always be our hero.” 









The legend of a 
great racer... 


yrton Senna was born on 21st 

March 1960, in Sao Paulo, 
Brazil. His father was a wealthy in- 
dustrialist 
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‘Championship in 1983. He then 
joined several teams for Formula 
‘One racing. 

‘Senna was a skilliul and brilliant 


driver. 

He won the Formula One 
Championship in 1988, 1990 and 
1991. He was a genius in the his- 
tory of racing. 





At the age of thirteen, Senna 
won the South American Kart 
racing championship. He then 
went on to win it, four times in Navin S. Rajaram, 
a row. aged 14, 

He won the Formula Three ‘Ahmedabad - 380 015. 


























were playing 
in the school 
playground, 
waiting forour 
father to pick 
us up. 

“Tl be late 
picking you 
two up this evening,” he had told 
us in the morning, “I have a 
meeting, and can come to school 
only at six o'clock.” 

“We'll waitdaddy,” both ofus 
had chorused. 





twas only four o'clock now. I 
sat on the swing, while my 


sister playedon the 
slide. Swinging 
high, I looked 
around me, I spot 
ted a tiny insect 
scurrying on the 
ground. I jumped 
off the swing and 
peered closely ati. 

‘Then I took a 
small stick, allowed 
the insect to crawl 
onto it, and placed 
it on aleaf, 

‘Then, I sat on 
the swing once 
more. 

Swinging toand 
fro, my thoughts 





were on the insect on the leaf. 
How tiny it was! 

Tswungup, down and up, my 
eyes fixed on the insect. The 
insect began to grow in size rap- 
idly. Before I could react, it 
charged towards me in one swift 
move. It plumped me on its 
back, spread its wafer-thin wings 
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til 











It was a huge insect, 
larger than the one 
that had brought 

me here, Was Tin 
Saturn? 






and began to fly. 1 
closed my eyes tigh- 
tly. I was gasping 
h fear 

hen Lopened 

my eyes, I 
saw that T had 
landed ina strange 
environment. It 
looked as if I was 
on a completely 
new planet. The 
sky was brightwith 
all sorts of colours, 
I could see two or 
three bands like 
rainbows, above 
me. “Welcome to 
Saturn,” said a { 
voice. 

I blinked and 
turned around. 








eS 
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t was a huge insect, larger 

than theone thathad brought 
me here. Was] in Saturn? I could 
not believe it. The insect smiled. 

“So, Earthling,”it said, 
“Aren't you going to bow to the 
king of Saturn?” 

T did not reply. 

“Tam the greatest scientific 
genius of all time,” the insect 
said, “The creature that brought 
you here is my slave.” 

‘This time, I lifted my head 
more boldly to look, Behind the 



























BRAHMAS FOOLISHNESS! 


ne day, my brother 
asked me, “Akka*! Did 
{7 Brahma create us all?” 
M — Inodded. 
4 “Did he create Ravana 
too?” 
“Yes!” I answered, a bit 
Q 


irritated. I was trying to 





+ Bier siter 








| [Fae Bodinayakanur. 


huge insect, an army of smaller 
ones stood, with black whiskers 
and grey hair standing all over 
them, like sticks. 
“Town this planet,” the king 
boasted, “I am rich, rich, rich!” 
Iwasamused now. Thisking 
was surely a boastful fellow, 
whatever kind of genius he was! 
“Thanks for your kind wel- 
come, friend," said. 
¢ looked quite pleased with 
y reply. 
“Come tomy palace with me,” 


solve a maths problem, and 
here he was, asking question 
after question, 

“Akka! Brahma is a fool!” 


closed my maths book and 

asked, “Why do you say 
that?” 

“He's given Ravana ten 
heads, while he him- 
self has just four!” said 
my brother. “Isn't he a 
fool?” 

Tlaughed, and later! 
told my amused par- 
ents this anecdote. 

G. Umamaheswari, 
aged 13, 

SCISM Matric. 
School, 


Gokutem 74 Cctober 94 


he said. 

He put me on his back, and 
flew to his palace. 

It was a huge, and beautiful 
palace, with nice pictures on 
many walls, 

Tt was well-kept — the floors 
were polished, every surface 
dusted and neat, Numerous s 
vantsscurried about, doing their 
duties. 

I went close to one of the 
pillars that had carvings on it. 

I was surprised. 





he carvings depicted many 
seenes from Indra Loka, 
the abode of Indra. 
‘The king was watching me. 
“Don't ask me my name,” he 
said, as if reading my thoughts, 
“{ think you have guessed who I 
am.” 


e led me through the gar- 
dens with its numerous 
pools and fountains, 

He also showed me around 
his fantastic laboratory, with its 
curious apparatus and ins- 
truments, I was really impress- 
ed. 


theking was explaining some 

experiment of his. I was 
peering past his shoulders to 
watch it closely. 

The experiment was reach- 
“wits end. Suddenly, the acid 





Mother : When you saw the 
child drinking ink, why didn’t 
you do something? 


Arun : I did! I made him eat 
some blotting paper! 


N.Deepa, aged 16, 
Trichy- 620 026 





blew up in smoke. I stepped 
behindratherhastily. Atthe last 
minute, Isaw that Iwas about to 
step on a tiny insect servant. 

Thopped to the side, and en- 
countered empty air. There was 
no ground below me! 

“Aaaaah!" I began to fall 
through space. 

Tam still falling. 

Perhaps, if you look up to- 
night, you might see a shining 
light falling through space. 
‘That's me, 


Nirmal Jayaram, aged 10, 
P.S.Senior Secondary 
School, Madras. 
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i, friends! I am Nalini. 
‘You might have seen my 
dhoto in the last week's 


sports column. Well, I am not 
going to boast about my achieve- 
ments. I am just going to tell 
you how I won a good friend. 
We were transferred to 
Madras last year. I joined a 
good school, But it took several 
months for me to make friends. 
My mother settled down with 
considerable ease in this place. 
She got a good servant maid, 
who didn't talk much, and was 
perfect in her work. 
Generally I return home 
earlier than the children from 
the nearby school. I used to 
stand in our balcony and watch 
the school going children. One 








particular girl with a long plait 
always used to look up at me 
as she passed. 

“Why should she put this 
much oil in her hair?” I won- 
dered. But she was attractive, 
with big eyes and a good nose. 
I wanted to call out to her, But 
I felt too shy. 


CQprsszs nite twas cettng 
ady for school, some- 
body rang the door bell. I was 





| surprised to see the girl stand- 


ing there. She smiled. 

“Hello! Please come in,” I 
said. 

“Lam Champa, Dhanalakshmi 
Amma's daughter. Amma is not 
well. She is running temperature. 
I shall come in the evening after 
school and help you,” she said. 

“So this is our servant's 
daughter!" I thought surprised. 
I lost my interest in her. 


(Cong came in the even- 
ing. She was wearing a 
clean skirt and blouse, She 
swept, washed and 

cleaned with perfec- 

tion, She worked so 

nd id 8 


Preiadice 
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fast, that we were astonished. 
While she was working, I was 
browsing through a story book, 
munching groundnuts! She ar- 
ranged the vessels in the 
kitchen almirah, wiped her 
hands and took leave. 

“Champal” my mother called, 
In which class do you study?” 

“Lam in the IXth Standard. 
I get fee concession. So we are 
able to manage,” she replied 
with a smile. 

“Why should mummy talk to 
this girl? After all, she is a ser- 
vant maid's daughter, “I thought, 
irritated. But she was so soft-spo- 
ken and efficient in her work, 











that everybody liked her. Al- 
though both of us were in the 
same class, something pre- 
vented me from talking to her 
freely. 


“ne day, I saw mother teach- 
ing her English. 

‘Champa is able to score 
good marks in all subjects ex- 
cept English,” mother told me, 
later, “She scores only 60 to 70% 
in it. I want to tutor her so that 
she gets at least 80% in the 
coming exams.” 

I was quite irritated by her 
enthusiasm. 
“After all she is studying in 
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a State Board school. It must be 
quite easy,” I said dampeningly. 
I studied in a Central Board 
School, and had a superiority 
complex about it. I always looked 
down upon these state board stu- 
dents as lesser mortals! 


hampa came to our house 

quite frequently to assist 
her mother. She also came twice 
week to learn English from my 
mother. 

Both of us were promoted to 
the tenth standard by the end of 
the year. Mother was happy that 
Champa scored good marks in 
English. 

Our board examinations ap- 
proached. We were preparing 
with all our might! One day, 
during the study holidays, one 


of my friends came to 
work out maths with 
me. We found one particu- 
lar problem in arithmetic 
very tough, Champa was 
dusting the showcase 
while we were wrestling 
over it. A few minutes 
later, she came to us and 
asked, “Do you mind if I 
try to solve this prob- 
lem?” 


“B ut this comes 
under the CBSE 
syllabus!” I said with my 
nose high up in the air! 

“Itisa common chapter for both. 
of us,” she replied. Without much 
ado, she worked it out in a sheet of 
paper. She got the answer cor- 
rectly! She also explained clearly 
how she had arrived at it, 

My complex vanished into 
thin air. I felt angry with my- 
self for having missed an intel- 
ligent girl's company for one 
whole year! 

Theld her hand in mine and 
said, “Thanks”, But she smiled 
her beautiful smile and said, 
“Can you help with my English 
grammar this evening?” 

I understood. I had a new 
friend. 

KRISHNAVENI 
RANGANATHAN 
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Dear Editor, 

totally di 
and Suchithra 
When they say that beauty contests 


ptember issue) 





weree 














waste of time and money 
These con 
out the extemal beauty, but also the 
person inside. Beauty and brains 





sts not only bri 





is what they ny in short — con 
4) Scheid Sen sho fasta 





ting there in her cosy little flat, 
sador for a lot of 
Shilpa, aged 16, Bangalore - 560 013. 








Dear Editor, 

It was a Sunday, and I was going for a 
walk with my father. I saw some men catching 
dogs, using long chains and wooden sticks with 
sharp hooks. 

‘Some dogs were bleeding, some were uncon 
scious — but all looked frightened. 

I could not enjoy my walk. Nor could I sleep 
well for many days after that. 

A few days later, Iread a report in The Hindu 
that 2,500 street dogs had been killed in Hosur. 
in the past one week. Iwas horrified and upset 

Why should we kill dogs? They too, are living 
beings and have feelings 

We should not harm street dogs. We should 
try reduce their numbers. But a big NO to killing, 

Maya Saranathan, 
Academy, Hosur. 








Std IV, T.V. 





Dear Editor, 
1 completely agree with G. Aarthi 
(August issue), that partiality exists in 













many forms everywhere. It discourages us 
id makes us dull and unhappy 
Latha R. aged 1 


Cambridge, H. S., Bangalor 








Dear Editor, 

Students are not given equal 
opportunities - some are just labelled 
dull. This makes many students dis: 
like school. They never get a chance 


°o 
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to come out oftheir shells 
K. Kalaivani, aged 14, 
Jawahar Vidyalaya, SSS, Madras, 

Dear Editor, 
B_ They say that opportunity knocks 
only once at our door. What if that op- 
portunity ix seized by teachers and 

given to others? 

K.Keerthana Karumbiah, aged 12, 
Webster's School, Bangalore, 

Doar Editor, 
B_Today’s youngsters don't seom to 
care about independence. I asked my 
_=_eeeeeee 








friend to come for the flag hoisting in 
our building, and he said casually, 
"Chod na, yaar!” 

Independence Day gives us an op- 
portunity to celebrate with a feeling of 
patriotism, 

H, Suresh, aged 11, Bombay - 80, 
Dear Editor, 
@ The new 69% of reservations an- 
‘nounced in Tamilnadu is unfair to for- 
ward caste students, 

50% reservation was more than suf- 
ficient — does the government think 
that all forward class students are so bril- 


MP ant that they need no reservations? 


C. Vasanthi, aged 15, Madras -61, 
= 


CRUNCHY CUTLET! 


You need : 
4 potatoes, boiled and skinned 
onions finely chopped 
Bsices cred 
CCoriande leaves, cho 
Toathpicks 
il fr fying 








How to make it: 

Mash the potatoes, add halt. the 
chopped onion, sat, garam masala and 
chill powder. 

‘Make ama sized balls ofthe potato mix- 
ture and keep aside 

Cutaway te brown edges of each sce of 
bread, Then cut each sice into two equa par, 
Take one potion of bread, keep a ball ofthe 
plato mixture int arol, and seal witha tot 
pick 

Deep it tlhe cutlets tum golden brown 
incolout 

you wan yourcutetstobeless oly, he’s 
anaher way to make them, 

Take a Aa, oas the onions, add pot 
toes with garam masala, salt and chili powder. 
Now, you have a cooked potato cu 

Filtisin the sices of bread, and roast on 
a flatpan with alte ol, ilallsdes are golden 
brown, 

Serve decorated with chopped onion, 
contander and chil powder. 

Sowmya, aged 12, 
Jawahar Vidhyaaya, 
Madras. 











HOW 


did diving begin? 
As long as ships 
were built and 
sailors sailed across 
seas, | guess! 

When a ship 
sinks, and certain 
valuables are to be 
salvaged, it is nec- 
essary to senda 
diver to the bottom 
lof the sea, A diver 
could also be sent 
to repair the dam- 
aged underpart of a 
ship at sea. 

Itgoes as far 
back as 300 B.C. 
The people of 
Rhodes, on the 
Mediterranean, 
sent divers down to 
salvage valuables 
from sunken ves- 
sels, These early 
divers had no 
masks, suits or 
Joxygen tanks. They 
tied a stone to their 
eet to help them 
sink, stayed below 











‘A alvar entering a deep sea if ihat can go 500 metres 
below water 
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water for a couple of minutes, 
and then surfaced. 

Though nowadays diving 
suits are used, many divers in 
the Far East and other coun- 
tries do ‘skin diving’ for 
oysters (pearls). 


M any inventors have 
tried their hand at the 
diving suit. But it was invented 
only in 1830, by Augustus 
Siebe, a German Engi 

‘The diving suit is made of 
two layers of cloth, with a 
layer of rubber in between, 

A round copper helmet and 
weighted boots complete the 
outtit. To help the diver sink, 
two weights are hung on his 
chest and back. 

The diver can breathe with 
the help of oxygen canisters 
which he carries on his back, 
He can also use a long tube 














connected to an air pump 
fitted onto the ship. The 
pump, manned by men on 
the ship, carries fresh air 
through the tube to the diver. 
Sometimes, a telephone: 
cable is attached to the diver's 
helmet, to he! him commu- 
nicate with men on the ship. 
The diver carries the equip- 
ment he wants, fastened to his 
belt. He also carries an electric 
lamp to help him find his way. 


D ving is very important 
for archeology. In 195: 
an old Greek galley was dis- 
covered 115 feet below the 
sea, near Marseilles in 
France. French warships 
destroyed by Admiral Nelson 
in the Battle of the Nile, have 
been found at Aboukir Bay, 
Egypt. 








Jt 








Diving has enriched 
science too. It has 
helped scientists 
explore, and conduct 
experiments under- 
water, Many secrets 

of the sea have been 
revealed. Now, 
photographs can be 
taken 16,000 feet 








* Vou need not dive into the sea to see its wonderul 
creatures. An aquarium at home will give you hours of 


below the sea! 


pleasure, as well as. good understanding ofthe creatures 








S. SRIDHAR 
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onglong ago, animals were 
as wise as men, and could 
speak. There once lived a hare, a 
jackal, a monkey, and an otter, 
who were very good and pious 
They had renounced all worldly 
attachments, and lived a quiet 
life of meditation in a forest. 
One day, a hungry man 
walking through the forest saw 
the fox deep in meditation and 
cried, “O pious fox! I am very 
hungry! Give me something to 
eat!” 
The fox was overjoyed. 
“Welcome! Welcome!" itcried, 
“Do sit down. It is indeed my 
lucky day that you've come as 
my guest!” 


T. piaced a plate of meat 
before the hungry man. 
“Oh!” said the man, “I don't 


eat meat!” 
And he 
walked on. He 


saw the otter 
sittingonastone 
inthe middle ofa 


LEGEND- 


river, and meditating. 

“O good otter!” cried the 
hungry man, “Can you give me 
food? I am very hungry.” 

“Come, sit down good man!” 
the otter cried, “T'll be happy to 
serve you.” 

Tt caught two fish and placed 
the creatures before the hungry 
man, 

“I don't eat fish,” the hungry 
man said, and got up to go. 


By and by, he came upon 
the monkey hanging by one leg 
from the branch of a tree, 
meditating. 

“Good monkey!” he cried, “I 
am hungry! Give me some food.” 

Butall that themonkey could 
offer him was, mangoes! 

“Ican't eat fruit,” the hungry 
man said, and walked on. 

Finally, he stumbled upon the 
hare 


The hare was overjoyed to 
see a guest. 

“I can't offer him gras 
thought, “Hmm... I have an 








KE 


Stings 


idea 

“Goodsir,"ittoldthe | 
hungry man, “Get some 
twigs and dry grass and 
kindle a good fire,” 

The man did so. And 
before he could say anoth- 
er word, the hare jumped 
into the fire! 








Bat what was this? Instead 
of being scorched to death, the 
hare felt as if it was lying ona * 
cool bed of wet grass. 

“Good sir!" it cried, “Your fire 
has gone out. Pray, light it again!” (iNwd 

Butthehungry man no longer stood 
there. Instead, there was adeva, glowing 
with celestial light! 

“Iwanted to test you, Ohare,” said the 
deva, “You are indeed a noble soul, I will 
engrave your image on the moon, so that 
man will remember your ideal.” 

And that’s what he did. To this day, 
wecanseean san W, hareon the full 
moon. 


Retold by coor 
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MYSTERY 





THE BLUE FIAT 


efore the last loud clangs 
of the school bell had died 
away, most of the students were 
already out of their classes and 
half way to the gate. Abhay 
collected his books into his bag, 
took out his cycle keys and made 
his way more slowly to the cycle 
park. His friend Prakash was 
also there, jingling his keys. 
‘They were studying in class IX 
of the Smt, Girija Srinivasan 
Higher Secondary School, and 
felt it was now beneath their 
dignity to scramble for their 
bikes among all the running, 
rushing children, 
With their bags slung casu- 
ally over their shoulders, they 
















reached the cycle park just as 
the first wave of students had 
already disappeared into the 
waiting school bus, vans, rick- 
shawsandcars, Abhay unlocked 
his cycle and looked at a blue 
Fiat parked across the road, ata 
short distance from the school 
gates. 





Jere Prakash, ifthatcar 
is coming to pick up some kid 
from the school, why does he 
park so far?” wondered Abhay 
aloud 

“Which car?” asked Prakash, 
Abhay pointed it out, As they 
began whpeling their bikes out 
ofthegate, they looked at the car 
again. It was a blue Fiat with 
the number TCV 
9908, Abhay noted. 
He was fond of add- 
ing up the numbers 
of cars, This one 
added up to number 


“Why doesn't the 
ichap get oyt to spot 
the kid?” Abhya 
wondered again. 
“He's just 
sitting 


ee SERIAL 
there.” 

Prakash and he, both looked 
at the lone occupant of the car. 
They could see only the back of 
his head, a dark blue shirt collar 
and shoulders. 

“Probably he's a driver for 
some man who has an office 
nearby,” said Prakash. They 
began cycling away from the 
school in a direction opposite to 


the parked car. A 








Ti was a Fridey, the 
lastday ofschooland both 
boys were looking for- 
ward to their weekend 
activites. Prakash was 
going to play a cricket 
match. His father 
played for an enthusi- 
astic team called the 


Sparks Cricket Club. 
Recently Prakash had 
also been recruited be- 
cause, as his father ' 
said, “We need 
some young blood. 
Most of us sparks 
have become dying 
embers.” 

Abhay was go- 
ing to attend a ka- 


rate tournament N 
where his instruc- 
tor, Sensei V. 
Muralidharan, 
would be leading 
his black belt stu- 
dents against 
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karatekas from other dojos in 
the city. 

Reaching home, he quickly 
ate his tea-time snack, changed 
into his karate uniform and left 
for his class. His sister Asha, 
had some friends ofhers visiting 
her. Seeing the large group of 
college girls, Abhay left home 
even earlier than usual. 


He carried a brown belt 
wound around his left hand. 
Karate had been his main hobby 
and and sport for some years, 
even though he was not yet eli- 
gible for the weekend tourna- 
ment. 

‘Theshabbycreamand brown 
house where Sensei Murali- 
dharan lived, looked quiet on 
the outside. But Abhay had a 
surprise when he went to the 
back of the house where the 
classes were held. 

Groups of students talked 
excitedly in different corners, 
while Sensei himself stood with 
three of his black belt students, 
a worried and puzzled look on 
his usually calm face. Abhay 
bowed to the dojo and entered, 
and bowed again to Sensei 
Muralidharan, before going up 
toa black belt boy called Praful. 
He felt uneasy. Something had 
happened. This was very differ- 
ent from the disciplined atmo- 
sphere ofthe karateclass, where 


usually students would be doing 
their warm-up exercises by now. 


“What happened?” Abhay 
asked Praful, keeping his voice 
low. 

“Sensei’s received some 
anominous letters,” said Praful, 
equally softly. “Théy’re threat- 
eninghim about the tournament. 

Abhay was puzzled only fora 
second. 

“Oh, anonymous letters,” he 
said. “Nobody knows who sent 
them, right?” 

“Thats what I said, silly,” said 
Praful, annoyed. “You can go 
and see them if you want, 
Mahesh has them with the at- 





tendance register,” he added, 
more kindly. 
Abhay looked for Mahesh and 


found him deep in conversation 
with some other big boys — a 
grey haired college boy called 
Shashank, a thin and wiry boy 
called Murad, and the tallest 
and toughest boy in their class 
named Jayavelan, but otherwise 
known as ‘yane’ or elephant, to 
all of them. 
Noone ever dared to call him 
this to his face. It was an unfair 
description, because Jayavelan 
was a wonderful karateka — 
light on his feet, swift in his 
movements, with a calm and 
unworried temperament. 


H. turned now, and looked 
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‘at Abhay as he neared their 









group. 
“Er... Mahesh, JV, can I see 
the letters? I've just come,” said, 


Abhay pleadingly. 

Mahesh silently took out two 
folded pieces of paper from the 
register and handed them to 
Abhay. 

“No need to scare the young- 

about this, or blab it out at 
he said. 
‘es Mahesh, of course, I 
won't tell anyone,” said Abhay. 





He unsotded the papers. 
They were two identical white 
sheets, and the messages on 
them had been written with a 
thick black felt pen. One said, 

‘GO BACK TO JAPAN FOR 
A REFRESHER COURSE BE- 
FORE WE MAKE YOU FOR- 








GET WHAT YOU 
The other said, 
‘WANTONELAKH?YOULL 

PAY DOUBLE THAT TO PAR- 

ENTS OF YOUR WOUNDED 

STUDENTS. HAPPY HARA- 

KIRI.’ 





AR. 





bhay was shocked. | One 

lakh was the prize money 
for the prize-winning dojo at 
Sunday's karate tournament. 
Hara-Kiri was a Japanese form 
ofsuicide. Thelettersweretheaten- 
ing that going after the prize 
money would mean suicide for 
re hinting 












iF iT 1S KARATE. 





thesethreats, and why? 
‘The junior mem- 
bers of the class be- / 
gan pouring in 
Abhay helped the if 
other senior boysto 
organize them into 
their places and 
begin the class. 
Discussion about 
the letters was suspended, and 
Sensei himself, after checking 
that things were in order, left 
and went into his house. 
Abhay wondered if he would 
call the police. He probably 
wouldn't. To Abhay, it looked 
ike one more incident of the 
rivalry between their karate 
dojo, and that of Peter 






Masilamani. 


Prcpiownohadneverheard 
of Bodo-Kan karate or Sensei 
Muralidharan, knew Peter 
Masilamani and had heard of 
Tobu-ryu karate. Posters of Pe- 
ter, with long hair and a 
black head-band to 

match his belt, were 
plastered all over the 
city. He was always 
either leaving for 
somekaratetourna- 
ment abroad, or be- 
ing felicitated for 
some big achieve- 

| mentinsuchatour- 
nament, judging by 

| the large and eye- 

| catching posters. 
Peter Masilamani, 
was the last word 
in karate, as 
claimed by his fol- 

| lowers. 


But Sensei 
Muralidharan, who 
had been teaching 
\ karate for more 
than twenty five years de- 
nounced Peter as an insincere 
man whomadefalseclaims. This 
led to a bitter rivalry between 
the two karate factions, and 
Abhay was convinced this was 
behind the letters too. Would 
Peter stoop so low? Abhay won- 
dered, butdid notdare ask aloud. 












“a 
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Te was dark by the time he 
was headed home on his cycle 
again. A scooter overtook him, 
the neon letters on its number 
plate winking in the light from 
the street lamps. TN-02 A 9908, 
A tiny jolt in Abhay’s brain re- 
minded him of the blue Fiat, 
Was it really the car of an offi 
cer? Abhay remembered therigid 
outline of the driver and some- 
how didn’t thinkso, He had seen 
it parked three times in a row 
outside their school 








Fhe trattc signa, his eye 
‘wascaught by the postersofsome 
new, particularly violent 
film, There were sev- 
eral glory scenes on 
the posters, and 
Abhay’s mind 
went to the 
tournament 
‘on Sunday, 

He would 

be there, 

and so 
would all 
his 
friends 
And so, 
presumably, 

would the letter 
writers. 

An icy sensation of 
fear crept along Abhay’s 


spine, He felt suddenly, as ifhe \. 


was being watched too, and 
pedalled faster. He had no wish 


tocome face to face with a letter- 
writer or writers, 


Sccingthetightsothishome, 
he forced himself to slow down 
and control his momentary fear. 
But even as he parked his cycle 
and wound the damp brown belt, 
more tightly around his hand, 
he was thinking, what will hap- 
pen on Sunday? 


SCHARADA BAIL 




















t 


KARATE ATTACK! 
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UNDIRS: 
THE MOUSE 


ANURADHA KHATI RAJIVAN, 











house, to the hole in 
the giant banyan tree 
with its numerous 
serial roots, 

The cathor, 
Anaradha Khati 
Rajivan, is an 1S 
Officer who loves 
telling her daughter 
stories. The idea of 
the Undir series was 
born in these many 
story-telling and re- 
telling sessions. 

ill the stories in 
the book have already 
appeared in Goku/am. 
To you who have 
missed a few stories, 


‘the book is a life 
saver! 
The book is well- 


THE UNDIRS MOVE HOUSE! 


Your tavoarite undir 
stories have now been col- 
lected in a book. Undirs : 
The Mouse Family has been 
brought out in the Peacock 
series by publishers Harper 
Collins 





beginning from the first one, 
in which the Undirs move 


illastrated. The first illustra- 
tion, however, could have 
been truer to the story. 
Instead of showing the 
Undirs moving into a hole 
in a banyan tree, it shows 
them driving into a little 
bungalow with a garden, a 
gate, and even a watch- 
man! SANDY 
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REACH FOR A 

PARLE MANGO BITE 

AND ENJOY GOKULAM 
BETTER 





—— 


SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 





